unleashed wild enthusiasm: Enlightenment, Justice,
Truth!).
Thrust this time into the ranks of the general public,
Michel joined in with noisy enthusiasm. But suddenly,
in the midst of his transports, and with appalling
unexpectedness, he was brought to earth: a hand seized
the scruff of his neck and a furious voice shouted out
behind him:
"Out with him! Guard, throw him out!"
Turning round he realized with stupefaction that
this was meant for no one else but him, and that the
order came from an officer sitting in the public seats.
When he saw the guard at the end of his row get tip
and beckon to him his fury knew no bounds. For a
moment he thought of protesting. But at the thought
that if he were taken before the Court he would be
recognized he gave way, edged past the neighbours
who had just been applauding with him, but who now
permitted his expulsion without a word of protest,
and made his way to the witnesses' door: it closed
abruptly behind Mm, shutting out the tumult of the
hall, and, completely crestfallen, swallowing his shame
and his rage, he found himself in a small deserted
corridor which led him at last, without his meeting a
soul, to the Galerie Marchande, by which he left the
Palais.
In the space of a night all that had so exclusively
filled his mind the day before suddenly lost interest
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